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APPENDIX. 


The  favour  with  which  his  Volume  has  been 
received,  and  the  wish  of  friends,  have  led  the 
Author  to  venture  on  the  publication  of  the 
following  additional  compositions,  which,  for  one 
reason  or  another,  it  did  not  enter  into  his  mind, 
in  the  first  instance,  to  publish. 

February  21,  1868. 


I. 

SOLITUDE. 

Thebe  is  in  stillness  oft  a  magic  power 

To  calm  the  breast,  when  struggling  passions  lower; 

Touch'd  by  its  influence,  in  the  soul  arise 

Diviner  feelings,  kindred  with  the  skies. 

By  this  the  Arab's  kindling  thoughts  expand, 

When  circling  skies  inclose  the  desert  sand ; 

For  this  the  hermit  seeks  the  thickest  grove, 

To  catch  th'  inspiring  glow  of  beavenly  love. 

It  is  not  solely  in  the  freedom  given 

To  purify  and  fix  the  heart  on  heaven 

There  is  a  Spirit  singing  aye  in  air, 

That  lifts  us  high  above  all  mortal  care. 

No  mortal  measure  swells  that  mystic  sound. 

No  mortal  minstrel  breathes  such  tones  around, — 

The  Angels'  hymn, — the  sovereign  harmony 

That  guides  the  rolling  orbs  along  the  sky,  — 
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And  hence  perchance  the  tales  of  saints  who  view'd 

And  heard  Angelic  choirs  in  solitude. 

By  most  unheard, — because  the  earthly  din 

Of  toil  or  mirth  has  charms  their  ears  to  win. 

Alas  for  man !  he  knows  not  of  the  bliss, 

The  heaven  that  brightens  such  a  life  as  this. 

Oxford.  Autumn,  1818. 
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MY  LADY  NATURE  AND  HER 
DAUGHTERS. 

Ladies,  well  I  deem,  delight 

In  comely  tire  to  move ; 
Soft,  and  delicate,  and  bright, 

Are  the  robes  they  love. 
Silks,  where  hues  alternate  play, 
Shawls,  and  scarfs,  and  mantles  gay, 
Gold,  and  gems,  and  crisped  hair, 
Fling  their  light  o'er  lady  fair. 
Tis  not  waste,  nor  sinful  pride, 
— Name  them  not,  nor  fault  beside, — 
But  her  very  cheerfulness 
Prompts  and  weaves  the  curious  dress ; 
While  her  holy  '  thoughts  still  roam 
Mid  birth-friends  and  scenes  of  home. 

1    Via.  1  Pet.  iii.  5 ;  and  cf.  Gen.  xxiv.  22,  28—30. 
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Pleased  to  please  whose  praise  is  dear, 
Glitters  she  ?  she  glitters  there  ; — 
And  she  has  a  pattern  found  her 
In  Nature's  glowing  world  around  her. 


Nature  loves,  as  lady  bright, 
In  gayest  guise  to  shine, 
All  forms  of  grace,  all  tints  of  light, 

Fringe  her  robe  divine. 
Sun-lit  heaven,  and  rainbow  cloud, 
Changeful  main,  and  mountain  proud, 
Branching  tree,  and  meadow  green, 
All  are  deck'd  in  broider'd  sheen. 
Not  a  bird  on  bough-propp'd  tower, 
Insect  slim,  nor  tiny  flower, 
Stone,  nor  spar,  nor  shell  of  sea, 
But  is  fair  in  its  degree. 
'Tis  not  pride,  this  vaunt  of  beauty  ; 
Well  she  'quits  her  trust  of  duty  ; 
And,  amid  her  gorgeous  state, 
Bright,  and  bland,  and  delicate, 
Ever  beaming  from  her  face 
Praise  of  a  Father's  love  we  trace. 
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Ladies,  shrinking  from  the  view 

Of  the  prying  day, 
In  tranquil  diligence  pursue 

Their  heaven-appointed  way. 
Noiseless  duties,  silent  cares, 
Mercies  lighting  unawares, 
Modest  influence  working  good, 
Gifts,  hy  the  keen  heart  understood, 
Such  as  viewless  spirits  might  give, 
These  they  love,  in  these  they  live. — 
Mighty  Nature  speeds  her  through 
Her  daily  toils  in  silence  too. 
Calmly  rolls  her  giant  spheres, 
Sheds  hy  stealth  her  dew's  kind  tears  ; 
Cheating  sage's  vexed  pursuit, 
Churns  the  sap,  matures  the  fruit, 
And,  her  deft  hand  still  concealing, 
Kindles  motion,  life,  and  feeling. 


Ladies  love  to  laugh  and  sing, 

To  rouse  the  chord's  full  sound, 

Or  to  join  the  festive  ring 

Where  dancers  gather  round. 
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Not  a  sight  so  fair  on  earth, 

As  a  lady's  graceful  mirth  ; 

Not  a  sound  so  chasing  pain, 

As  a  lady's  thrilling  strain. — 

Nor  is  Nature  left  behind 

In  her  lighter  moods  of  mind  ; 

Calm  her  duties  to  fulfil, 

In  her  glee  a  prattler  still. 

Bird  and  beast  of  every  sort 

Hath  its  antic  and  its  sport ; 

Chattering  brook,  and  dancing  gnat, 

Subtle  cry  of  evening  bat, 

Moss  uncouth,  and  twigs  grotesque, 

These  are  Nature's  picturesque. 


Where  the  birth  of  Poesy  ? 

Its  fancy  and  its  fire  ? 
Nature's  earth,  and  sea,  and  sky, 

Fervid  thoughts  inspire. 
Where  do  wealth  and  power  find  rest, 
When  hopes  have  failed,  and  toil  opprest  ? 
Parks,  and  lawns,  and  deer,  and  trees, 
Nature's  work,  restore  them  ease. — 
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Bare  the  rich,  the  gifted  rare, — 
Where  shall  work-day  souls  repair, 
Unennohled,  unrefined, 
From  the  rude  world  and  unkind  r 
Who  shall  friend  their  lowly  lot  P 
High-born  Nature  answers  not. 
Leave  her  in  her  starry  dome, 
Seek  we  lady-lighted  home. 
Nature  'mid  the  spheres  has  sway, 
Ladies  rule  where  hearts  obey. 

Oxford.  February  4,  1829. 
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III. 


BONDAGE. 


0  prophet,  tell  me  not  of  peace, 
Or  Christ's  all-loving  deeds  ; 

Death  only  can  from  sin  release, 
And  death  to  judgment  leads. 

Thou  from  thy  birth  hast  set  thy  face 
Towards  thy  Eedeemer  Lord ; 

To  tend  and  deck  His  holy  place, 
And  note  His  secret  word. 


I  ne'er  shall  reach  Heaven's  glorious  path 

Yet  haply  tears  may  stay 
The  purpose  of  His  instant  wrath, 

And  slake  the  fiery  day. 
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Then  plead  for  one  who  cannot  pray, 

Whose  faith  is  hut  despair, 
Who  hates  his  heart,  nor  puts  away 

The  sin  that  rankles  there. 

Iffley.  November  28,  1832. 
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IV. 

THE  WATCHMAN. 

(A  Song.) 

Faint  not,  and  fret  not,  for  threaten'd  woe, 
"Watchman  on  Truth's  grey  height ! 

Few  though  the  faithful,  and  fierce  though  the  foe, 
Weakness  is  aye  Heaven's  might. 

Infidel  Amnion  and  niggard  Tyre, 

Ill-fitted  pair,  unite ; 
Some  work  for  love,  and  some  work  for  hire, 

But  weakness  shall  be  Heaven's  might. 

Eli's  feebleness,  Saul's  black  wrath, 

May  aid  Ahitophel's  spite ; 
And  prayers  from  Gerizim,  and  curses  from  Gath 

Our  weakness  shall  prove  Heaven's  might. 
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Quail  not,  and  quake  not,  thou  Warder  bold, 

Be  there  no  friend  in  sight ; 
Turn  thee  to  question  the  days  of  old, 

When  weakness  was  aye  Heaven's  might. 

Moses  was  one,  but  he  stay'd  the  sin 

Of  the  host,  in  the  Presence  bright ; 

And  Elias  scorn'd  the  Carmel  din, 

When  Baal  would  match  Heaven's  might. 

Time's  years  are  many,  Eternity  one, 

And  one  is  the  Infinite  ; 
The  chosen  are  few,  few  the  deeds  well  done, 

For  scantness  is  still  Heaven's  might. 

At  Sea.  December  12,  1835 
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V. 

ABSOLUTION. 

0  Fatheb,  list  a  sinner's  call ! 

Fain  would  I  hide  from  man  my  fall — 
But  I  must  speak,  or  faint — 

1  cannot  wear  guilt's  silent  thrall : 

Cleanse  me,  kind  Saint ! 

"  Sinner  ne'er  blunted  yet  sin's  goad  ; 
Speed  thee,  my  son,  a  safer  road, 

And  sue  His  pardoning  smile 
Who  walk'd  woe's  depths,  bearing  man's  load 

Of  guilt  the  while." 

Yet  raise  a  mitigating  hand, 
And  minister  some  potion  bland, 

Some  present  fever- stay  ! 
Lest  one  for  whom  His  work  was  plann'd 

Die  from  dismay. 
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"  Look  not  to  me — no  grace  is  mine ; 
But  I  can  lift  the  Mercy-sign. 

This  wouldst  thou  ?  Let  it  be ! 
Kneel  down,  and  take  the  word  divine, 

Absolto  te." 

Off  Cape  St.  Vincent.  December  14,  1832. 
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VI. 

SEPARATION  OF  FKIENDS. 

Do  not  their  souls,  who  'neath  the  Altar  wait 

Until  their  second  birth, 
The  gift  of  patience  need,  as  separate 

From  their  first  friends  of  earth  ? 
Not  that  earth's  blessings  are  not  all  outshone 

By  Eden's  Angel  flame, 
But  that  earth  knows  not  yet,  the  Dead  has  won 

That  crown,  which  was  his  aim. 
For  when  he  left  it,  'twas  a  twilight  scene 

About  his  silent  bier, 
A  breathless  struggle,  faith  and  sight  between, 

And  Hope  and  sacred  Fear. 
Fear  startled  at  his  pains  and  dreary  end, 

Hope  raised  her  chalice  high, 
And  the  twin-sisters  still  his  shade  attend, 

View'd  in  the  mourner's  eye. 
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So  day  by  day  for  him  from  earth  ascends, 

As  steam  in  summer-even, 
The  speechless  intercession  of  his  friends, 

Toward  the  azure  heaven. 
Ah !  dearest,  with  a  word  he  could  dispel 

All  questioning,  and  raise 
Our  hearts  to  rapture,  whispering  all  was  well, 

And  turning  prayer  to  praise. 
And  other  secrets  too  he  could  declare, 

By  patterns  all  divine, 
His  earthly  creed  retouching  here  and  there, 

And  deepening  every  line. 
Dearest !  he  longs  to  speak,  as  I  to  know, 

And  yeb  we  both  refrain  : 
It  were  not  good :  a  little  doubt  below, 

And  all  will  soon  be  plain*. 

Marseilles.  June  27,  1832. 

2  The  last  twelve  lines  were  added  after  Feb.  28,  1836,  the 
date  of  R.  Hui  rell  Froude's  death. 


GILBERT  AND  RIVINUTON.  PRINTERS,  ST.  JOHN'S  SQUARE. 
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VII. 

TO  EDWABD  CAS  WALL. 

{A  gift  for  the  neio  year,  in  return  for  his  volume  of  poems.) 

Once,  o'er  a  clear  calm  pool, 

The  fulness  of  an  over-brimming  spring, 

I  saw  the  hawthorn  and  the  chestnut  fling 

Their  willing  arms,  of  vernal  blossoms  full 

And  light  green  leaves  ;  the  lilac  too  was  there, 

The  prodigal  laburnum,  dropping  gold, 

While  the  rich  gorse  along  the  turf  crept  near, 

Close  to  the  fountain's  margin,  and  made  bold 

To  peep  into  that  pool,  so  calm  and  clear : — 

As  if  well  pleased  to  see  their  image  bright 

Reflected  back  upon  their  innocent  sight ; 

Each  flower  and  blossom  shy 

Lingering  the  live-long  day  in  still  delight, 

Yet  without  touch  of  pride,  to  view, 

Yea,  with  a  tender,  holy  sympathy, 

What  was  itself,  yet  was  another  too. 

B 
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So  on  thy  verse,  my  Brother  and  my  Friend, 

—  The  fresh  upwelling  of  thy  tranquil  spirit, — 

I  see  a  many  angel  forms  attend ; 

And  gracious  souls  elect, 

And  thronging  sacred  shades,  that  shall  inherit 

One  day  the  azure  skies, 

And  peaceful  saints,  in  whitest  garments  deck'd  ; 

And  happy  infants  of  the  second  birth  : — 

These,  and  all  other  plants  of  paradise, 

Thoughts  from  above,  and  visions  that  are  sure, 

And  providences  past,  and  memories  dear, 

In  much  content  hang  o'er  that  mirror  pure, 

And  recognize  each  other's  faces  there, 

And  see  a  heaven  on  earth. 

The  Oratory.  January  1,  1858. 
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VIII. 


ST.  MICHAEL. 

(A  Hymn.) 

Thou  champion  high 
Of  Heaven's  imperial  Bride, 
For  ever  waiting  on  her  eye, 
Before  her  onward  path,  and  at  her  side, 
In  war  her  guard  secure,  by  night  her  ready  guide ! 

To  Thee  was  given, 
When  those  false  angels  rose 
Against  the  Majesty  of  Heaven, 
To  hurl  them  down  the  steep,  and  on  them  close 
The  prison  where  they  roam  in  hopeless  unrepose. 

Thee,  Michael,  thee, 
When  sight  and  breathing  fail, 
The  disembodied  soul  shall  see  ; 
The  pardoned  soul  with  solemn  joy  shall  hail, 
When  holiest  rites  are  spent,  and  tears  no  more 
avail. 
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And  thou,  at  last, 
When  Time  itself  must  die, 
Shalt  sound  that  dread  and  piercing  blast, 
To  wake  the  dead,  and  rend  the  vaulted  sky, 
And  summon  all  to  meet  the  omniscient  Judge  on 
high. 

The  Oratory.  1862. 


